The Tragtdie 

I can no longer held one patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fallout, 

I (haking out that which you haue pild from me; 

Which of you trembles not that looke on me? 

If not, that I being you bow l,ke fubie&j, 

Yetthatbyyou dilpol'd, you quake like reabcls: 

O gentile rillaine, doe not turne away. 

Glo Foule wrinkled, witch, what makftthou in my ^ 
QjsMa. But repititicnof what thou haft mard, * 
That will I make, before I let thee gee ; 

A husband and a fonne thou ovreft vnto me. 

And thou akingdome, all of you jlleagence ; 

Theforrow that I haue by right is yours. 

And all thepleafureyou viurpe, is mine. 

(jlo. The curfe my noble rather layd one thee. 

When thou didft crownc his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcorne drewft riuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie them.gau’ft the duke a clout 
Stecptin the blood of pritty Rutland j 
His curfesthen from bittemeffe of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee , are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hath phgude thy bloodie deed. 

Qu. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Haji.Q twasthc fouleftdeed to flay that babe. 

And the moll mcrcileflcthat cuer was heard of. 

£i, Tyrants. them feiues wept when it was reported, 
Dorf. No man but prophefied reuenge for it. 

Buc 'Horthumbarland then prdent, wept to lee it. 

Oh. CMa. What? were you lharling all fefore I came. 
Ready to each each other by the throat, 

And turue you now your hatred now one me? 

Did Yorkcs dread curie preuaile fomuch withheauen. 
That Henr/es death my louely Edwards death. 

Their kingdomes loft my woefull baaiftunent. 

Could ali but anfwere for that pceuilhbrat? 

Can curfes pearce the clouds, and enter heauen ; 

, Why then giue way dull clouds to my quickecurfes s 
If not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 


alool 



/Rich ltd the Third. 

rWmy fonne, which now is prince of Wales', 

For Edward my fon,which was a Prince of Wales, 

Die inhis youth by like vnumcly violences, 

Thy felfc a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 

Outline thy glory, Bfemy wretched lelfe.- 

maift tnouiiuc to wade thy childrens JoHe, 

Anc ffee another, as I lee thee now 
Dccktin thy gloiy.as thou art ftaldin mine.* 

Tonn die thy happy dayes before thy death, 
after many lengthened hour<sofgricfc. 

Die neither mother,wif«,«6r Englands Queene, 

Rmrs and Ddrfeti, you were ftandersby, 
y^nd fo was thou Lord Hayings , when my foone 
Was ft«bd with bloody daggets, God I pray him, - 
That none of you may liue your ftatut all age. 

But by Tome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo Haue done thy charme thou hateful! withered hag. 

QH.Ma.And leaue cut thee?flay dog/or thou (halt hcaro 
If heaiien haue any greeuous plague in (lore, ( me. 

Exceeding thofe that I ean wiflt Vpon thee ; 

O let them keeps it till thy finnes be ripe, 

^nd then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troublerof the poore worlds peace .* 

The worme of confcicnce ftill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpeft for tray tors whilft thou liueft. 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends, 

Nolkcpe elefe vp the deadly eyes of thine, 

VnlelTe it be whilft fomc tormenting dreame 
-Affrights thee, with a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eluilh markt,abortiue rooting hog, 

Thcutbac waft feald in thy natiuitie 
Theflaueof nature,and the fonne of hell, 

Thou flaunder of thy mothers hcauy womb, 

Thou loathed iffue of tby fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou dcteftcdj&c. 

Glo. (JKargret, 

Qh. Ma, "Richard. Glo. [Ha. 

Qn. Ma. I call the not. 

Glo, Then I cry thee mercy : for I had thought 



